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u I hardly like to ask you to come to

tea. , . .   It's so dull.   But if you would care
j.        jj

She was surprised, truly surprised, when he
replied, quickly:

" Thank you very much. I should like
to. When may I come ? "

(( On Tuesday ? "

She slipped noiselessly behind the door.
The quiet had swallowed her up almost before
he had time to raise his hat.

He had not been found wanting, he felt, as
he went down the path. The sense that Mrs.
Kennington in some way approved him was
precious to him at that moment. In spite of
everything he did ring true somewhere; he
could pass the terrible test of a simple judg-
ment. After the emptiness left by Felicia's
going it gave him almost a feeling of solidity.

The Williamses were at church. He ex-
plored the stable-yard, found a box for the
mare, and pushed the cart under the shed.
He sniffed, and the warm, full, naked smeE of
the stable was good. A whinny from the next
box trembled on the air. There was a
clattering of hoofs on the concrete floor, and
the dull thud of soft strong flanks against the
wooden wall. He opened the half-door. In